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green disc of the waning moon. He groped for his pouch,
and lit a cigarette. His heart was still pounding hollowly
and swiftly. He lay on his back, and smiled : fancy dreaming
such a hellish dream ! To be left out of the fight I In that
early morning hour it did not occur to him that he would
yet go into the attack more than once not only in his dreams
but in his waking hours.